to introduce into their uniforms. They waved and
smiled happily at friends and women. Whatever
their military shortcomings, their welcome was a
warm one; the people knew a personal love for these
their brothers, husbands, sons or fathers, a feeling
that was theirs alone.
The Anarchists were conspicuous by their absence.
They had contented themselves by occupying the
boat when it landed to ensure that they had the
largest say in the distribution of any arms it might be
carrying, The Russians had welcomed the Anar-
chists aboard, the ship was very lightly loaded, her
half-empty holds held nothing but foodstuffs and
winter clothing. The ship had made its first call at
Valencia.
We could not get near the dock. The curious and
enthusiastic crowds were immense, the atmosphere
was one of a fiesta. We moved into a side-street and
sat in an open cafe. The possibility of to-morrow's
exodus made last post cards to relatives and friends
necessary. I filled the;m in, half taking in the occu-
pants of the other tables. They were the same types
I had become used to seeing. Just as one accepts the
bowler-hatted bank clerk and the rouged typist in a
city tea-shop, so the sight of overalled men with four
days' beards and rifles had become normality.
At one of the tables was a yoiing woman I could
not help noticing. She was neatly dressed in a blue